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Cyprian" So he walked an interminable minuet in corre-
spondence with the Secretary of State for the Home
Department and the Lords Commissioners for His Majesty's
Treasury, while the less familiar figures of the Apothecary-
General or the Clothing Board sometimes wove into the slow
dance.

As the year waned, he plunged into the departmental
delights of the Estimates for 1810; and on a winter evening
he introduced them with becoming modesty under twenty-
one heads. He claimed indulgence and led a drooping House
into a maze of figures. But those Service members, whose
professional grievances are annually revived by Army
Estimates, displayed their knowledge. General Tarleton,,
speaking from a rich experience of unsuccessful operations
in America, was especially severe upon the senseless luxury of
a Waggon Train, since, in that sage's view, the British Army
'' would always get waggons enough.'' Palmerston, in reply,
referred with some humility to the contrary opinion of Lord
Wellington, might, indeed, have added that transport was
the sole lesson of Talavera, and abstained by a laudable effort
from any reference to the campaign of Yorktown. A fierce
attack upon the Manx Fencibles was successfully repelled;
and when an angry earl pelted him with abrupt questions on,
the medical service, Mr, Spencer Perceval strode to the table
and, in the chivalrous attitude of Achilles above the body of
Patroclus, rescued his young subordinate. The debate
trailed on for two days more; misgivings were expressed
about Martello towers; General Tarleton emitted the sagaci-
ous judgment that' where ever gentlemen could hunt, there
could cavalry act'; and Palmerston secured his Vote.

But, apart from these somewhat arid exercises, he was not
heard in Parliament; and whilst his elders endlessly debated
the Expedition to the Scheldt in gloomy retrospect, he read
his drafts and signed his letters in the War Office. In front
of Wellington the slow surge of a French advance was gather*
ing on the upland, which parts the high prairies of western
Spain from the tumbled rocks of Beira. Mass&xa saw the
brown cupolas of Salamanca; and at Ciudad Rodrigo Ney
watched the red tiles and the big brown church across a wide,